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One 


Author's Notes: 
This was first posted as a toss off on LiveJournal. There have been some minor changes. It's an angsty, self- 


reflective, stream of consciousness one shot. | hope you enjoy. 


| lay here, listening to Jimi Hendrix play on the stereo and l'm wondering what he might have done. Would he 
have lost his touch? Would he have simply bared his throat and given it up? Walked away from the cries of 


his guitar that, almost twenty years later, still wash over me in some shit hole apartment in downtown LA? 


Some how, | don't think so. Jimi - he lived for his music, man. Died for it too. Never was anything but what he 
wanted to be and didn't give a fuck about the rest of the world. He never changed; facing rejection and 
enduring ridicule in the name of his vision until the world caught up with him. Burned his guitar in the name of 
the moment. Burned his fuckin’ guitar! Shocked the fuckers out of their complacency and showed everybody 
what that Fender could do. 


| was like that. Once. It seems so long ago, like another lifetime, like | was another person and not the useless 


wreck | am now. Jimi would never have let anybody take his heart away and mine.lies broken and shattered 


into a million pieces. My ax has fallen silent; there will be no song to wash over and soothe some poor asshole 
cowering in his hidden bolt hole twenty years after | am gone. It's over and there is nothing left for me to do 


but roll over and die. 


| met Hendrix, once, did you know that? When | was a kid, still living in England with my parents. My Mom took 
me along to visit him shortly before he played Wight. She knew him from that time she lived in San Francisco, 
just before she moved to Paris and met my dad. They were good friends or so she said, but sometimes | 


wonder if she might have had a fling with him. The smile that comes to her face when his name is mentioned... 


Jimi Hendrix at the Isle of fucking Wight, man! | wish | remembered, I'd give anything to remember but | don't. 
All | know is what | was told. Of how he was in the midst of sound check when we arrived. Of how he put me 

up on his knee behind that Fender of his and played his soul out. Is that when it happened? Was that when the 
seed was planted? With Hendrix and not when | picked up Steven's guitar for the first time? I'd like to think so; 


gives me a kind of heritage, you know? 

But I've lost it and its not coming back The heart is gone. The passion is no longer there. My fingers still find 
the notes, my ear still picks up an out of tune string and my timing is dead on as usual but whatever it was 
that made the guitar sing, is gone. All | have left is to lie hear and listen to Hendrix play while the tears fall 
silently down my face. 


Listening to the past. Of what could have been. Of what we lost.. 


"You got to move on, baby," he says. "You got to keep moving, keep running and smash the mirrors that would 


hold you to their illusions. You want freedom? You have to keep moving and never stop. Play on, baby, play on" 


| can't, Jimi, | don't know how. Its gone. Might as well give it up and stop pretending. There is nothing left for 


me. 
"Embrace the love, baby. Fame is nothing but smoke and mirrors. Embrace the love, then you'll know peace." 
Love? 

Yeah, right, love. 

| thought love was supposed to be unconditional, accepting, but its not. There are always conditions and 
demands, constant pressure and harassment. Do this, don't do that, what the fuck are you doing and whatever 
you do, don't do something stupid! Understand me but don't expect me to understand you and fuck your 
problems, | don't want to hear about them! 


Stop being such a fucking pussy! 


If this is love, then why am | alone? Why am | left to face this on my own? Why do | feel that | have to 
accept what | can get and keep everything else hidden deep inside of me where it can't see the light of day? 


He says he wants me to be free. He has no idea how trapped and choked | feel. 


How long will | be able to hide the truth? How long is it before they all know? It's only a matter a time, life 
goes on and our career is waiting. There will be practice and gigs, song writing sessions and time spent in the 
studio. They will know the moment | hit the first note. | can't pretend forever; got to face the truth. | can't do 
it. | no longer have it. Best to simply leave and disappear, forget | ever had a chance at this. Forget the band, 
my lover, my friends. Go on with what's left of my life and let them go. It's not like I'm that important; they 
can find someone to replace me. Alll it takes is a simple phone call and it's a done deal. | do them no favors by 


holding on. It's not right and its not fair. 
Best to just face up to the truth and be done with it. 


No more lies. 


